Her heart ached with an immense sense of
expectancy, and nothing could fill that void. She
changed continually from depressed to hopeful, from
a feverish need of distraction and pleas are to a desire
for solitude. And, in the image of her whose path she
had to follow, she was now turned in upon herself,
absorbed by her own mystery; now, in despair of ever
really finding her own identity, offering herself up to
the whims of chance and accepting whatever that
might bring, ready, like a violin in a stranger's hand,
to play any tune, docile to express the finest shades
of another's will or caprice.
Sometimes the memory of her love came back to
her: vividly and in detail, or like a dream of the past
or the future. But the summer holidays were coming
round once more, and she began to hope that they
might meet again: all her being seemed suspended
in this new and dazzling hope. Nevertheless, when
Madame Rouves told their friends at Saint-Guenole
that they would be spending their holidays elsewhere
this year, and, with her usual duplicity, asked her
daughter if she did not agree to this, Jeanne answered:
"But of course,"
At this new place they had no acquaintances, and
Jeanne and her mother drew closer together. For a
long time Madame Rouves had been worrying about
the change that had come over her daughter; she put
it down to the influence of one whom she regarded as
having come into this life solely to destroy their peace
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